CALL  NO  MAN  HAPPY

I talked aloud to the body lying there. I could not imagine that
Janine would no longer answer me. She was so beautiful, so calm.
A vague smile was etched around the corners of her pale lips. The
strong perfume of the lilacs filled the room. In my mind it evoked
the forked tree of my childhood, my first reading and the Queen of
The Young Russian Soldiers. I had found the Queen in the wide,
wide world; I had chosen her, won her and lost her. The penetrating
and tender fragrance of lilacs was to bring back, to my dying day,
the memory of that funeral bed, that icy forehead and my tears.

In the forenoon the first friends arrived. I left two nuns to keep
watch in the room and received Charles Du Bos, who was gentle
and compassionate. He volunteered to arrange everything with the
Church of Saint-Pierre in Neuilly. I desired to have Faure"s beauti-
ful Requiem played and Handel's Largo, which was one of Janine's
favourites. I feel an infinite gratitude to the Church for the poignant
beauty of that Mass. I was consumed with sorrow and love. The
divine music of Faure', the sublime voices of the choir, the hieratic
deliberateness of the evolutions, the solemnity of the absolution,
comforted me. 'Requiem aeternam, dona ei$, Domine ... Requiem
aeternam ... aeternam ... aeternam.' It seemed to me that I could be
at rest, and that if another world existed in which she whom I had
so greatly loved survived, she would be happy and like the angelic,
childlike and ardent girl whom I had seen in the moonlight that first
evening beneath the trees of the Pare des Eaux-Vives.

CHAPTER xv
LIFE  MUST  GO  ON

THE most terrible thing for the survivors in the death of a loved one
is the feeling of irreparability. 'Nevermore .. / Nevermore should
I hear that slightly muffled voice; nevermore should I see that beauti-
ful thin face; nevermore would there be what she used to call a

160